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Chapter 1 – A Good Evening
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Frick and Frack strolled side by side down the high street of their city, Franktown. There were not many other people out this evening due to the wet weather. Rain was steadily falling onto the dirty street Frick and Frack walked along. Water went running down beside the sidewalk and washed over an old white tennis shoe. Upon noticing the shoe, Frick reached down and snatched it out of the tiny stream in the gutter.

“What a find, Frick!” exclaimed Frack. “It’ll be a black cat evening if this is how our luck is going to go.”

Frick smiled at Frack while he poured the water out of his newly acquired partial set of footwear. Continuing to smile while jovially narrowing his eyes, Frick held onto his luck-given prize as the duo proceeded down the street toward their destination. Saturday night was descending upon the town, and the two friends were making their way to their favorite weekend hangout, Terry’s Tavern. 

The pair of gentlemen crossed the street and stepped back up onto the curb on the same block of Terry’s when rather suddenly, two black tomcats leaped out of the entrance to a store Frick and Frack had just arrived at. The cats were immersed in combat. There was a score to settle between these two metropolitan beasts, with blood and missing fur being the measure by which this violent contest would be measured. 

Upon seeing the catfight taking place before him, Frack’s disdain climaxed instantly, and Frack spoke with firm authority, “I did not come out this evening to witness some primal beasts fighting in these streets! End this Tommy Fullari!” and with this declaration (and reference to the great military hero Fullari) the big man reached down and clamped his oversized fingers together, pinching the nape of the tomcat’s respective necks then gently picked up both animals. 

Frick shook his head disappointedly at the lack of morality or composure these two animals were displaying. These men walked down an honest street in the humble city of Franktown. How could these felines dare to disrupt the evening with violence? With the animals separated, their fervor for violence decreased, and Frack’s strength prevented either cat from further unbecoming acts. 

“Frick, what is the matter with these cats?” 

Frick smiled knowingly and shook his head while offering a shrug. 

“These beasts are coming with us,” Frack continued as he tucked either cat into his underarms like small duffel bags. “The weather must have them acting up.”

The ever-growing group continued their journey toward Terry’s, with Frack toting the cats and Frick holding onto his shoe. The rain continued to fall along with the temperature. Franktown’s weather was typically bad on a not-good day and rather poor on a nice day. Cold days were often frigid, and warm days were usually scaldingly hot. 

Frack, raising his eyebrows and turning to Frick, stated: “Lovely weather we are having!” Frick chortled and rolled his eyes. Frack had always been a comical fellow. The rain was beginning to mix with sleet as Frick and Frack entered Terry’s.

Terry’s was the type of establishment that catered to men who were manly and women who were womanly. Recent court proceedings by the aggressive local government ensured that Terry’s must treat all equally and pay $20,000 to the city for failing to instill equality. Nevertheless, Terry’s nightlife was fully alive this evening, resulting in all tables being at capacity. No matter, two gentlemen (and two cats) were more suited for the bar this evening. Frick and Frack sat down at the bar in front of the bartender. Frack promptly handed the bartender both felines and asked them to be put up while the two men ate and drank, which is standard accommodation at most bars and restaurants. The bartender naturally put both cats into their respective kennels on the shelves behind the bar. 

“Thank you so much,” said Frack in response to the bartender’s assistance. Frick looked about hopefully for a place to put his shoe. He settled on placing the shoe on the floor underneath his stool. Frack asked the bartender for two glasses of whiskey on the rocks for each man and two pints of beer made by an esteemed local brewery. 

The bartender nodded to the men, and then she proceeded to fall over onto the floor with Frack exclaiming, “Oh goodness!” The bartender quickly rose to her feet, embarrassed, saying something about the slick floor, and assured the two men that she was alright as Frick and Frack made motions to help her but stopped upon the bartender’s insistence that she was fine. Frick was very fond of this woman, as they had met several times. Her name was Cindy (each time they had met, at least to Frick’s knowledge).

Cindy proceeded to make the drinks and continued to stand upright, as humans sometimes do. Frick noticed there was something different about Cindy tonight. The duo had been served by her a couple of times, and both men were as friendly to the woman as she was to them, so they got along rather well.  

An unspecified amount of time passed as Frick and Frack sat and drank, conversing with other patrons seated beside the duo. Frack enjoyed conversing with conversationalists; Frick was much more reserved and had little to say tonight.

“I don’t know, man; I just don’t get it. If she gives up on me, I am just not sure I can take it. One thing goes wrong after the other. The darn thing makes all kinds of strange noises, and I hardly know what the matter is with it.” Frack lamented to an older, white-bearded gentleman seated to his left at the very end of the bar.”

“Has it been doing all that for long?” the man asked Frack.

“Not too long. It probably started with the terrible racket about three weeks ago. I feel down just thinking about it. It happened first one random morning. The sound was so loud I thought a motorcycle was down in my kitchen, revving up and whatnot.”

“Do you think you could go buy another? If yours has gotten so old, it may just be time for a new unit, ya know?” the bearded man said concernedly.

“These days, you would have to be some kind of freaky wizard to understand these dang things.” Frack waved his fingers around, physically elucidating magic, while he spoke, “I am just not sure I could figure out how a new coffee maker works, not in this day and age.”

“Oh yeah... that’s fair,” the man replied resignedly.

That evening at Terry’s was very pleasant, and the two friends departed with a friendly “goodbye” to their acquaintance and Cindy after closing time arrived. Sunday peacefully arrived the next day, and Frick was at home, alone with his thoughts.

Frick’s mind was feverishly energetic. His thoughts were ensnared by Cindy’s persona, and his drumming heart was evidence of his excitement. Frick felt as though an ever-flowing fountain of energy had sprung from his soul upon recognizing the beauty of Cindy. Cindy did not appear perfect, yet she could do no wrong. The thoughts of adoration that Frick felt towards his target of affection needed to be recognized and then organized, and that is what Frick intended to do when he sat down at his desk with a pen
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